FIRE BELOW

of another forced march was scarce to be borne.
But when I pursued my suggestion, he cut me
short.
" All sorts and shapes go by train. Why
don't we go to a station and damned well take
our tickets in the ordinary way ? "
" Because/' said I, " because in this cursed
country every station platform is a regular
beat of the police/'
"So it is," said George. "I'd forgotten.
Well, show me a slow-going train, and I'll do
what I can. But I don't want to get run over/'
I climbed the fence, made my way through
some bushes and looked up and down the line.
A furlong ahead was a wood which swallowed
the metals up; but I saw that the ground
was rising, so that if there" was there no cutting,
a train which was bound for Vigil would be
going uphill. Whether, even so, its pace would
allow us to board it, I could not tell, but I had
often watched freight trains that*seemed to
go very slow, and the wood would afford us
cover until the moment arrived. _
Ten minutes later we were sitting beneath
Its trees.
A quarter of an hour went by before we
heard a train coming from east to west, but,
foefpre we could see it, we knew it for a passenger
teaiEL Indeed, it roared by as though it were
going downhill, and George's face was a study
as be stared in its wake.
Presently he moistened his lips.
"Let's be dear about this," he said.
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